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door opened than a strong hand seized him by the collar
and sent him spinning into the middle of the road. A burly
form brushed by him into the house, and before he could
pick himself up he heard the door bang. He heard, too, a
cry from behind the door. He was no hero. He brushed the
dust from his clothes with his fingers, picked up his despatch-
case, and moved smartly away towards the Oxford Road.
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A candle was burning in a holder on the hall-stand. By
its light, when the door banged, Elsie beheld her father. She
backed swiftly towards the foot of the stairs, looking with
terror upon his gigantic shadow wavering upon the door.
He lurched towards her, and the cry Mr. Bentley heard in
the street was uttered as she fled up the stairs. He aimed
a blow at her, crying : " You little whore ! " but he was
unsteady on his legs. He overbalanced and crashed face-
downwards on the lowest steps. She stayed for a moment,
her hand at her trembling mouth, looking down at him.
Then, as he staggered to his feet, she ran on, reached her
bedroom, and locked the door.

Now, indeed, she was at the end of her tether. She lay
on the bed and cold shivers of horror swept her from head
to foot. She could hear her father panting heavily like a
wild, winded beast on the landing. Presently he began to
beat upon the panels. She feared he would break down the
door, and she rushed to the open window and gazed out
distractedly into the silvered wash of the night. Elsie, alas !
was no athletic heroine of romance. The sight of the drop
daunted her. She did not masterfully knot the bed-sheets
into ropes and swarm down to freedom. She merely felt
choked with the terror of her situation, trapped beyond hope
of escape. She threw herself again upon the bed. The
banging upon the door stopped, but she could still hear the
man's heavy breathing. She could picture him sitting there,
leaning against the door.

All night long she did not sleep. By four o'clock the room
was full of the grey of dawn. She looked dazedly at Mr.
Bentley's bottle of beer, vaguely shaped against the wall.
She got off the bed and lifted it by the neck, unconsciously
weighing its strength. What she should do when she had
escaped from that house she did not know. There would